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Taeko Tomioka: 2 Poems 
trans. by Hiroaki Sato 


The Girlfriend 


My neighbor 

The mistress recites a sutra 
A little past noon 
I saw an animal like a donkey 
Pass below the window 

I saw it through the opening in the curtains 

Always through the opening in the curtains 

A woman comes to see me 

But today she hasn't come yet 

Wearing a georgette Annamese dress 

The line of her hip attractive to men 

She promised to come 

Today she hasn't come yet 

Today she may have died 

The other day 

When I traveled with her 

At a country antique shop 

She wanted an old wood engraving 

Prom Germany or some such place 

At a country inn 

For the first time with my fingers 

I could mess up 

The mass of her hair 

Like Brigitte Bardot's 

We danced 

For a long time 

Scarlet cheek to cheek 

We danced a Viennese waltz 

Her transparency 

Her optimistic poesy 

Occasionally spills like beads of sweat 

Which I would take for tears 

She does not come today 

Like my neighbor the mistress 

Though still midday 

I pray aloud 

She did not promise 

That she would not come 

You are gone 

You who are gone 


Let Me Tell You About My personal Life 

Because both Bad and Mom 
Even the old midwife 
In fact every single predictor 
Bet that I'd be a boy 

I tore out of the placenta determinedly a girl 
Then 

Because everybody regretted it 

I became a boy 

Then 

Because everybody praised it 

I became a girl 

Then 

Because everybody bullied me 
I became a boy 

When I came of age 

Because my sweetheart was a boy 




I had to be a girl 
Then 

Because everybody except my sweetheart 
Talked about how I became a girl 
I became a boy to everybody 
Except to my sweetheart 

Because I regretted being special to my sweetheart 
I became a boy 

Then because he said he wouldn’t sleep with me 
I became a girl 

Meanwhile several centuries came to pass 
This time 

The poor caused a bloody revolution 

And were being bossed around by a slice of bread 

Therefore I became a medieval church 

Saying love is the thing 

I visited back alleys 

Distributed old clothes and lumps of bread 

Meanwhile several centuries came to pass 
This time 

God* s land had come 

And the rich and poor were great friends 
So I hopped on a private helicopter 
And scattered agitation leaflets 

Meanwhile several centuries came to pass 
This time 

The bloody revolutionaries 

Were kneeling before a rusted cross 

I saw a fire of order in the disorder 

So in the pub and in the den 

Byron Musset 

Villion Baudelaire 

Hemingway girls in black pants 

And I played cards drank 

Talked nostalgically 

About things like the libertines peculiar to the 
Country in the East called Japan 
And mainly 

Made fun of things like 
Simultaneity of love 

Because both Dad and Mom 
Even the old midwife 

In fact everybody said I was a child prodigy 
I was a cretin 

Because everybody said I was a fool 
I became an intellectual and set up a residence 
somewhere behind 

I didn* t know what to do with my energy 

When the rumor became widespread 

That I was an intellectual somewhere behind 

I began to walk out in the front 

The walk I walked 

Was the same as my Dad and Mom* s 

I the pervert was confused 

Was tormented for my reputation was at stake 
And so 

I became a good solid girl 
I became a boy to my sweetheart 
And wouldn* t allow him to complain 


Taeko Tomioka 


GIORNO POETRY SYSTEMS 

THE ARCHIVES 

FROM 

TO {h*-0BeA6‘ 

g IS. U9 a.p. 

iugust 26, 1957 

Dear Kike, 

Here I an Monday morning deciding more or less to get back to woric 
on this "work" I have some half-brained idea that I recently qpent some 
time on, but everything before the weekend has somehow taken on the grey 
faintness of Carole Landis and Victor Mature on 10,000,000 B.C. and I 
thought I*d tiy to revivifiy my mind by writing to you since I've meant to. 
Thanks a lot for sending Tr;fl Try! The copy you sent is actually the one 
done by inne Mescham and I don't see how anyone, except dear dead irbold 
Schoenberg, could set it. I must somehow find that first one that Bunny 
did, which has some short speeches and less involved diction. As ^t is, 
the atonalists seem to have disappeared from contemporary life with the 
noble exception of Ben V/eber and everything is going to either French or 
tape Ijrricism. By the end of the sunnner I suspect my favorite composer 
will be Lucille ULugoszewski, maybe she is already. 

Lots of people around this weekend: Irma came out Saturday, Joe Ford 
Friday night, Norman was at the Elm Tree Sat night, Ima insulted Friedl, 

Mimi insulted Norman, and I'm going to insult Arthur Gold as soon as 
Larry gets up and I can use the phone. John Myers has been pounding about 
'miite a bit, and last night we heard the Gold and Fizdale concert which 
was marvellous: ?fPE Bach, Mozart, the big Poulenc sonata, Rieti. Rachmaninoff 
and J'ilhaud. Very snapny. Elizabeth Bishon was tliere and is the sweetest 
person in the world. She is very sad that I am not coming to Brazil because 
she was going to invite me up to her mountain home in Petropolis which I've 
seen nhotos of and looks gorgeous— it looks like it was dreamt up by Oscar 
Niemeyer. Anyhow .Vialdo went to supervise the unpacking and handling and 
I got her address so he can go see her. She seans to have unlimited attention 
and character to offer and the kindness of a bird, which she otheniise doesn't 
resemble. 

Joe and I have been seeing a lot of Chuck Turner anri Sam Barber whan 
we both like very much. Th^ are ouite reserved and very interesting and 
concentrated; Sam is particularly the latter, but he is also finishing the 
orchestration of his opera VANESSA for the Metropolitan's deadline so that 
may not be an invariable thing. This weekend Aaron Copland came out with 
"Boats” Cornell for the concert so we saw ouite a bit of tTiem. Aaron is like 
tl o male Elizabeth Bishop, except that he looks like a bird too (an American 
eagle, or are they called Rocky Mountain ones?). Molly came out last niight 
for the GF thing too but Gusta didn't leave on schedule and I think is still 
here, rtnmnm. Berdie is still in thr hospital having tests, and while she 
doesn't seem to be dangerously ill is very depressed often and having a lot 
of trouble with her sight. It's extremely depressing because she is afraid 
she might be dying and nobody is telling her, and yet maintains her usual 
sweetness. The other day :}hen Joe and I were there she told us a lot of 
troubles and break off suddenly with; "Did you boys have lunch? Go down 
and take whatever you need. I can't pictiu-e where the kitchen is, but you 
can find it can't you?" 01i 

JOHN ASHBKRX IS ARRIVING SEi.-’T 2ND. I got a letter fron him Saturday 
with seme wonderful new poems and I'll ouote it in nart: 

"My first act on arriving jack here (from England) was to call Joan 
Mitchell (please don't tell Keniieth: they had a fight recently about whether 
she has money or not and v/hether he has friends or not, and hate each other 
now. By the way, Kennetli and I never did get together in England, as we 
had planned to do: we did talk (n the phone, but he was always asleep or 
I was about to have to go somewh.ere on the train in order to utilize 



the cheap "holiday runabout" ticket I had bought). She invited me to 
a party in a studio "near" Kontpamasse owned by one Paul Jenkins, a 
New York oainter who paints exactly like Jackson Pollock. By the time we 
were finally en route Joan had collected three more uninvited guests: a 
French girl, a French Canadian named Ives something and an Arab. The host 
blanched vdien he saw us all but let us in and I immediately began to 
drink large cuantities of red wine, cognac and pernod and soon had to be 
helped do;m several flights of stairs for fresh air. Luckily Joan foiled 
one of the other guests to drive us both to our respective homes, which I 
thought was very dear of her. She was very sweet and we talked about you 
for hours, as ”ell as about Mike and Jane. I will be seeing her again on 
Tuesday at Fay Lansner's. I forgot to say that Fay was also at the party 
and I made a big WyH: hit by causing her to giggle loudly \diile colored 
slides of the host's paintings were being shown." 

Nov; doesn't that sound just like a New York type party? i think maybe 
you and I are precisely what the French need to become a major power again. 
Here's is one of JoHn's new poems: 


"They Dream Only of America" 

They dream only of America 

To be lost among thirteen million pillars of grass: 
"This honey is delipious. 

Though it bums the throat ." 

And hiding from darkness in bams 
They can be grownups now 

A nd the murderoi. ‘ s ash tray is more easily— 

The lake a lilac cube. 

He holds a key in his riglit hand. 

"Please," he asked willingly. 

He is thirty years old. 

That was before 

Vfe could drive hundreds of miles 
At night through dandelions. 

Uhen his headache grew worse we 
Stopped at a wire filling station 

How he cared only about signs. 

Was the cigar a sign? 

And what about the key? 

He went slowly into the bedroom. 

"I would not have broken my leg if I had not fallen 
Agfinst the living room table. What is it to be bade 
Beside the bed? There is nothing to do 
For our liberation, exc^t wait in the horror of it. 

And I am lost w thout you." 


■John Ashbery 


Pretty snapoy, eh? Well, Inly, maybe you'll be caning out next wedeend? 
T would like to come back actUfJLly but tlie only way for me to finidi or even 



you get a cnance anc me c now j. j-whr ^ 

in the midet of the shit a Utile Time gloea «.d it apella SA^ 





Peter Kostakls: 2 Viforks 


LUNA TUNES 

for Deeds & the Cotnix 
1 

we think about the cartoon dogs 
who bite into our legs 
then freeze 

in a parody of iceboxes 
and musical notation 

2 

as Woody gives him a hotfoot, 
Walter Lanz says 
"now let's see what Woody is 
up to.. 


3 

Little Nemo astonished by vegetable 
stalks marked off as rulers: 
you better go to bed 

4 

"if you're gonna let several 
cats out of the bag, 
it better be in a dairy, 
mister," 

the sheriff warns 

between economics and a flea romance 

5 

to the nasal laugh of a tuba 
a cartoon rabbit plays mayhem 
with the musician's penis 

6 

Popeye sneezed like Aeolus 
on the yachtsman's afternoon 


THE ASSIGNMENT 

for the J. Geils Band and teenagers everywhere 


go 

shopping for 
CHEAP VJINE 

and the flattop on Broadway 

latches his specs to love 
lifting the hood of his face 
in your direction 
to the nude 

achievement of machinery 


go 


shopping for 
DOPE 

and the pinhead 

snaps a police photo of Apollinaire 
sampling opium 

as rookies use his poems for targets 


go 

shopping for 
LOVE 

and you are caught 

at covert behavior 
by rabbits in fedoras 
who bite 

under the ketchup 

of their unwavering glances 


Peter Kostakis 


!|ean Paulwell: 2 Works 


CERTAIN UTTERANCES 

certain utterances 
can be uttered 
only once, 
as for example: 

"glad to meet you, 
mrs. turner" 
and 

"goodbye, mom, 

i'm off to see the world." 


THE SAINT 

His fame rests upon a single act of 
charity, the giving of his wife's hand back 
to her father in marriage--a simple enough 
gesture, but one which was Important to the 
old man, since it resulted in the immediate 
restoration of his eyesight. 




Kenward Elmslie 


ONE HUNDRED I REMEMBERS 

(for Joe Brainard) 


I Remember wearing glasses for the first time. Leaves and branches 
looked amazingly clear. 

I Remember vomiting (to my horror) on Shirley Temple's framed 

photograph, which I kept on my bedside table, as I was 
sure I'd marry her when I grew up, partly because we 
were both born in April. 

I Remember knitting a scarf (navy blue) for Bundles For Britain 

(World War II) which, when it finally reached a decent 
length, was so ratty looking, I ended up hiding it in 
a closet. 


I Remember telling a lady in a diner on a train that I was a British 
War Orphan, and how my family'd been killed in the Blitz, 
except for one aunt, who went insane from the shock. 

I Remember "continuous" dreams that I could keep going from one 
night to the next. 

I Remember time machine fantasies, of returning to the past, 

generally Elizabethan England, with modern inventions 
such as cars and beauty parlors, and being hailed as 
a hero. 


I Remember saying "Thank you, ma'am" whenever we went over a little 
hill in a car, if the resulting bump made a ticklish 
sensation in one's stomach. 


I Remember swinging at the top of ferris wheels when new passengers 
got on, and old ones got off. 

I Remember X-ray machines in shoe-stores in which one could see 
one's foot bones. 

I Remember losing a tooth in a salad. 

I Remember being a slow eater. 

I Remember being told to finish everything on my plate because of 
the "starving Armenians". 

I Remember sitting at Starvation Corner -- last to be served. 

I Remember bending down and touching my dick with my own tongue, 
fully aware that one day this wouldn't be possible. 

I Remember playing tennis, and sending up prayers to God so I’d win. 

I Remember giving up believing in God. 

I Remember being called "nicotine fiend" at boarding school, 
because a carton of Chesterfields was found in my 
bureau: against the rules. 

I Remember helping set a house on fire, because it was "haunted" 

__ i.e. -- empty. The headmaster told us it was our duty 
as Christian gentlemen to come forward and confess. 

No one did. 

I Remember sending away for stamps "on approval", and then Just 
keeping them. 

I Remember drawing evening dresses for women, with plunging V 

necklines. I couldn't draw hands, so I hid them behind 
the dress. 



I Remember hearing a cab-driver say "Cocksucker" and figuring out 
what it meant. 

I Remember a hernia operation, being given gas. An endless tunnel 
vibrated with a buzzy nightmare sound, a tunnel into 
which I fell, faster and faster. 

I Remember the problem of hard-ons in short pants, and, once, being, 
photographed with one. There it was, for all to see, but 
no one seemed to notice it. 

I Remember going through wartime trains, coach after coach, staring 
at sleeping sailors, and the bump on one side of their 
white pants. 

I Remember getting a crush on a particular soldier on a train, and 
sticking a wad of chewing gum under my Pullman seat, a 
wad that somehow ended up on the handle of his knapsack, 
under the seat. 

I Remember walking around with my fly unzipped. 

I Remember a man in Grand Central Station asking me to come to his 
hotel room. He showed me a photo of his wife and kids, 

I said no. Then I looked down. My fly was unzipped. 

I Remember listening to soap operas on the radio when I had whooping 
cough. 

I Remember planes spiralling down into the ocean (learners) at 
Coronado Beach, California, during World War II. 

I Remember asking for metal coat-hangers, door-to-door -- scrap 
metal. 

I Remember water mirages -- in summer -- on streets. 

I Remember meeting an albino baby. 

I Remember never being able to see Pikes Peak, which was part of 
a wall-like mountain range that rose in the distance 
beyond our house: The Rockies. 

I Remember "tourist cabins". My father owned some. 

I Remember prairie dogs, sitting up in front of mounds, little 
paws hanging down. 

I Remember tumbleweed, speeding across the prairie. 

I Remember seeing an electric car, driven by an old woman who wore 
a black silk ribbon around her neck. 

I Remember playing Parchesl, And Mah Jong. 

I Remember the smell of a "croup kettle" -- my favorite smell of all. 

I Remember how my sister Vivien and I sent a genuine Swiss 

governess back to Switzerland by cracking our knuckles 
at the dinner table at a prearranged signal, and then 
running around like crazy. 

I Remember Miss Peters, another governess, not a genuine one, who 
drank cokes with every meal, including breakfast. 

I Remember listening to Gilbert and Sullivan and Wagner on records 
that had to be stacked Inside the Magnavox. 

I Remember the family gathering in the library to listen to Hitler- 
rant on the radio. 

I Remember going downtown with my father to the Ute Theatre and 

asking if the urinal with water that gushed at intervals 
was an Indian invention. 


I Remember my favorite set of stamps: different pastels, black 
border, Belgian, in memory of Queen Astrid, who'd 
died in a motor accident. 

I Remember never bothering to learn the words of "America The 
Beautiful" at Assembly, but I moved my lips anyway. 

I Remember my father, in the middle of the night, waking me up 

to tell me my mother had died. The last thing she told 
him, so he said, was BE KIND. For a long time this 
stuck in my mind, as if it were an admonition that 
applied to me too. 

I Remember before the funeral, kissing my mother good-bye on the 
lips. They were cold and frightening. 

I Remember believing, at that age, that I could predict Death, 
because I'd had a hunch she'd die. And because I'd 
had a hunch a pet daschund, Belinda, would die, and 
she did. 

I Remember believing that, if I thought hard enough of my mother, 
she'd come to life in the sky place where she was. 

I Remember my father broke an egg into a top-hat at my birthday 
party, and it didn't make a mess. 

I Remember seeing a rattlesnake. 

I Remember shuffling through the garden in winter, in galoshes, 
imagining I was pursued by Nazis, in Czechoslovakia. 

I Remember "German-Jewish" refugees -- generally doctors and 
oculists. 

I Remember how horses bored me. 

I Remember how going duck-hunting at dawn with my father bored me. 

I Remember how I practiced tennis against a backboard, hour after 
hour. 

I Remember eating raw peas out of the vegetable garden. 

I Remember the first cherries, in summer. 

I Remember home-made ice cream. 

I Remember wooden ice boxes. 

I Remember drinking " beef juice" to build me up. 

I Remember watching Diana Thurber pee, in a stable, and holding my 
hand under her so it'd get wet. Someone interrupted us. 

I Remember being taken to meet a famous movie star who lived npt 

far away from us, in Colorado. Her name was Gilda Gray, 
and she was famous for inventing The Shimmy. 

I Remember meeting The Abbeys, a famous family who'd been around 

the world and written a best-seller about their travels. 
The main thing that Interested me was that they'd 
bathed nude, in Russia. 

I Remember three-day train trips from Colorado Springs to NYC, and 
changing trains at Chicago. 

I Remember the main advantage of lovjer berths -- staring out at 
night, at smalltown stations. 

I Remember the way trains one passed slowly Vi?ould sometimes seem 
to be going forward, then backward. 

I Remember putting pink squeezy wads in my ears, in NYC, because of 


the strange sound of traffic, 

I Remember thinking^ vaguely, kissing led to babies. 

I Remember rumors about candy-bars that had human fingers in 
them because of people falling in the vats. 

I Remember seeing FDR: whistle-stop campaign, 

I Remember hearing about Bump Days. Bump Days were organized by 
Eleanor Roosevelt, so that every Thursday, maids' day 
off, Negro maids would deliberately bump into white 
women in dovmtown department stores, 

I Remember the Oz Books. 

I Remember the Dr. Doolittle Books. 

I Remember seeing a modern dance recital, my first -- Hanya Holm -- 
about steel-workers in a factory, with orange-red 
torsos. 

I Remember reading a boring book about Queen Victoria because my 
father said he'd give me a present if I finished it. 

The present was the book. 

I Remember being proud I was an English subject and not an American 
citlzan. 

I Remember Imitating Bette Davis's walk and cigarette gestures. 

I Remember trying to see my sister naked in the bathroom, through 
the keyhole. 

I Remember dressing up in sheets (gown) and using tennis balls for 
breasts . 

I Remember my sister's bedroom ceiling was festooned with her 
gigantic match-wrapper collection. 

I Remember going fishing for trout. 

I Remember playing the part of a disease in a school production 
of "Pandora's Box". 

I Remember being a tree that stayed put in another production -- 
because I moved clumsily. 

I Remember pushing cars around the courtyard in front of our house, 
pretending I was driving. One was a green Packard. 
Another was a green La Salle. 

I Remember being afraid of breaking bones, and diving, 

I Remember being afraid of a mysterious Dream Witch in a tree 
outside ray bedroom window. 

I Remember flying dreams. 

I Remember getting "hysterics" -- laughing fits. 

I Remember drinking bottled Poland water because tap water would 
leave disgusting shit-yellow-brown stains on teeth. 

I Remember smoking corn-silk cigarettes and getting sick. 

I Remember shitting, and very tiny gold balls began racing about 
the blue linoleum bathroom floor, and then suddenly 
they stopped, and vanished. Never say them again. 

I Remember hobos by the railroad tracks. 

I Remember building a shanty-house big enough to crawl into beside 


our round swimming pool. 


I Remember hugging the son of Edna^, our cook^ when I thought it 
was safe. 

I Remember throwing pennies at my father^ a tantrum^ and being 
sent away to a camp for "problem children". 

I Remember the attic. 

I Remember piano rolls and piano keys going up and down without 
being touched. 

I Remember returning to Colorado Springs when I was twenty-two, 
and being amazed how small the house I grew up in 
seemed, compared to my memory of it. 


Kenward Elmslie 


THE MAGIC KIDNEYS 


Thumbtacked to the wall behind us: 
Superhero and his Girlfriend Contemplate 
Impending Cosmic Danger Out their Window. 
Thumbtacked to the wall in front 
a balloon carries a man in a basket 
over 2 homes and what seems to be a 
large garage. In back are foothills, 
in the foreground,a hitching post. 

NO TELEPHONE WIRES .but you hardly 
notice that. Everything almost ordinary. 
Then Superhero points to the balloon 
and commands: "Pop that balloon 1" 

Kidneys come out Chartruse and Red 

glow Superhero's eyes Those 

are magic kidneys underneath the outside 

layers little symphonys of beetles attack 

allegro andante vivace adagio 

On command the crazed beetles 

WHOOOOOASH 

Miserable miracle I Oh sad footi 
Oh ill wind that blows no good I 


Dave Morice 
John Sj'oberg 
Allan Kornblum 


Richard Friedman: 3 Poems 


Jelly Roll 


baking soda frogman 

black eye 
Lazy Susan 

Kentucky--The Bluegrass State 

laymen 

intents and purposes 

a cape of tiny mirrors 
flightplan of an hummingbird 

Wrongway Peachfuzz 


Geronimo 


mastodons in clover 
Siamese Fighting Fish 

lionized yeast 
tinted glass 

unadulterated 
Waxey McDougald 
spontaneous combustion 


Four Poems 
* 

If you want to examine my sex life 
get a microscope 
I am an amoeba. 


* 


When living 
in the eye of a poem 
I never dream 





atomic 


atom 
a tom 
at om 
aom 
am 
a 


* 


with Donald Nisonoff 


twang 


* 


Richarw Friedman 


From "Passing through you" 

(Southern Comfort) 

Those Other Two 

Trapped in the machine of his mind 
she jammed the gears. 

You missed the rain and it wont again 
she said, a flower hidden in a wall. 

Not enough to sit and stare and think 
on things that last forever 
or the grey consequence of time: 

for time will come, the memory struck down, 
when naked in the moment, cries 
reach ears unused to chaos. 

Even the will you turn up 

sprung from the '•■omb of an old sharing? 

There are no holds or ropes to climb. 

The hour like a broken bride. 


Matthew Kahn 


"WOMEN'S CIRCLE" 

It has been said that in each of us there is at least 
one good story 

I am 27 years old^ overweight, and married to a great 
guy. 

I like to be fair with everything and everybody. 

There is never a dull moment around our house. 

A small church made from a small box sprayed white and 
nestled under a branch of autumn leaves is very 
effective. 

Greetings from beautiful, but busy, Santa Claus Valley! 

I always seem to have ten projects going at the same 
time. 

Some of the things I collect are match books 
horse statues, and good books. 

Our family has everything. 

I search constantly for new things to try. 

Make your own greeting cards. 

My present project is spackllng. 

Monkey pod wood is quite the thing here in Hawaii. 
Usually I am pretty good at following directions. 

We love staying home. 

VJe live in the suburbs, I guess you would call it. 
Help! I can't seem to stick to a diet. 

I am looking for a carrot cookie recipe. 

I love to read. 

My bookshelves are over-flowing. 

I am a pack-rat, 

I am looking for a banana omlette recipe. 

I collect antiques, if they are pretty. 

I have lived by rivers and lakes but never by the 
ocean yet. 

I like to keep my hands busy. 

I am an avid owl collector. 

Electronic organ music fascinates me. 

Friendship is as near as your mailbox. 

For some strange reason I enjoy collecting business 
cards. 

I am a ^5 year old house wife with three "hurricanes." 





I dabble in writing poetry for special occasions. 

Before one can write one must think. 

I love life. 

I would like to find a pattern for a stuffed bulldog. 

I search constantly for new things to try. 

I will not discuss politics or religion. 

I am looking for a carrot cookie recipe. 

I don't collect anything. 

I am a man. 

I knit a bit. 

I need help in several areas. 

I'm trying to learn from a book. 

I am married to a wonderful guy and have four children, 
two of each. 

I don't know much about cooking southern style. 

We have just bought a new trailer. 

I know a lady who collects cancelled stamps for 
orphans. 

We are a hoveling family. 

We enjoy the beauty of outdoors. 

I have a husband and five children and am also in¬ 
terested in foreign affairs . 

I have 175 different dogs. 

I have foam art. 

Is anyone Interested in old books? 

My husband Ken is quite a do-it-yourself-man. 

Our entire family is active in church. 

Our poodle is almost as spoiled as our daughter. 

My wonderful husband is a police officer. 

I need help. 

Did you ever have a dream that came true? 

I would like to exchange a recipe for black Russian 
bread for Polish bread. 

Would like to hear from others who are plagued with 
the battle of the bulge. 

Some people have told me some very interesting things. 

I would like to live in a mobile home because it is 
so compact. 

Not everyone is marching, some of us are quite peaceful 
and calm. 

It seems to be difficult to make friends in a large city. 



I hope to do a 3-D picture (fruit) to match my dining 
room window coverings. 

It's fun to make your own greeting cards. 

Hi I My hobbie is collecting magazine articles on the 
Kennedy family. 

I will give almost anything a try. 

Could someone please explain to me what a round robin 
is? 

I have been baby sitting for the past year. 

Sure would like some mall. 

I don't like antiques just because they are old. 

I have a statue of a boy and a girl l8 inches high. 

I play guitar some. 

I want pen pa Is. 

Three little pilgrim boys hide a nut cup on your 
Thanksgiving table. 

Early American glass is becoming harder to find by 
the minute. 

Add Christmas tree balls and gold beads and you have 
a conversation piece. 

I would like to get mail from anyone. 

I love writing letters. 

Can anyone help me? 

I need a corn stick recipe that uses beacon drippings. 
I guess I have the usual hobbles. 

We do quite a bit of traveling. 

I like anything early American. 

An old bean pot makes for a good beginning. 

We deeply love our state of Hawaii. 

I bowl on a v/lnter league. 

I am 38 years old, a bit overweight, and married to 
a great guy. 

My main hobby is just about anything and everything. 
Let me know what'you would like in exchange. 

So come on, gals, and fill up my mail box I 
There must be a recipe for Polish bread somewhere. 

I do most of the same things everyone does. 

I collect German pigs. 


Joe Brainard 


Daniel D. Teoli Jr. 
Archivol Collection 




Lauren Owen; 3 Works 


The quince came from Ninupur 

and children of the Aborigines are blend. 


and were the blue gods of India 
black Africans so black they were blue 
from a long sea voyage thick lipped. 


The Iroquois word for mammoth is washeshe 


Pakahes or time? 

Who sealed the Tuatara's third eye. 


An Li Shang in the jungles of Valpariso 


THE CULTURAL REVOLUTION 


is taking over here in New York as elsewhere. Speaking 
in generalities we could say every daughter must be 
rescued from her father, every son from his mother. 
Particularly you, or me, depending on which side of the 
gap you're on 

"ZAAP" separation 

of our minds dear read-ear cause you are there and I 
am here Reed Ear the Indian on the banks of the Nile was 
I in 1742 B.C. at night on the lapping shores of the Nile 
about to enter Kiroh high on hash with the Egyptian stars 
buzzing in my ears oh, are these testee flies? I'm getting 
sick; long journeys always make me this way but that's the 
way it is where ever you are so with health in mind I 
perform the gyrations of Krishna dancing right there in 
the night of the eclipse Cut out continuity; the tongue 
of desire! ^ 


I am 
the tad 
the two 
the bud 
the birth 
I'm through 






% 


tUjf lM<Adt I (aAc (I^cJaAAAaa^ if 
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Paul Gogarty; 5 Works 


At night the Djlnges sleeps 

with her huge upper lip 

on her husbands shoulder 


the herb Sabine similar 

to the plant Selago 

Is gathered by passing 

the right hand thru the left sleeve 

of the tunic 

slyly 

as though In a theft 

An offering of wine 
and bread Is made 
Clothing Is white 
feet bare 
and washed clean 

The plant can be carried 

as a charm against evil 

Its smoke Is a cure for the eye 

The Samolus plant grows In marshes 
and Is gathered In the left hand 

while fasting 

The gatherer must not look behind 
or put the plant In drinking troughs 

Samolus Is a charm 
against cattle 


brymay 


Its good to see you 
davld Its good to see 
you too dad 
boom boom 

1 keep telling the milkman 
this place Is too big 
of a mess for me 
- shes not ready for the time 
and energy so 11 go on 
drinking this marvellous coffee 
until Linda Is told 


Actas 


Lotus Flower 
and Chuang Tzu 
eating mooncakes 

the temporal abode 
of the white butterfly 







ten guineas 


the bottle is hidden under the pillow 
the pillow is unintentional it is not 
his fault the pillow 
is yellow oh no 


the crested dogstail 

a ribbon falls 
the samurai answers 
we have the punch 
in the throat 

the knuckles 

on the larynx 
brackets hold the hollows 
grip ends 
(throw aside) 

twirl the noise for leisure 
grab the tips of the peach 
take hold 
twirl 

the ribbon 
(throw aside) 


jerry Oleaf: 3 Poems 


NIGHTMARE 

ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ2ZZZZ2ZZZ2ZZZZZZZZZZ 
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ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ2ZZZ2ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ 

ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ2ZZ 

ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ22ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ 

zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz 

ZZZ2ZZZZZZZZZZZZ2ZZZ2ZZZZZZZZ2ZZZZZZZZZ 

zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzaaaaaaaaaaa 
aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaayeeeeeeeee 
eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa 
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10 alternate uses for soybeans 

1 . nostril-stuffers in case of pollution emergency 

2 . rosary beads 

3 . pillow stuffings 

4. slugs (flattened out) 

5 . potatoes for doll-house occupants 

6. Chinese checker substitutes 

7 . hour-glass sand (ground) 

8 . beebees 

9 . lures for macrobiotic rats 

10 . planets for small (room-size) universe 







AT THE ICE-CREAM COUNTER 

I watch with some interest a raw, merry girl 
inserting her tongue in the strawberry swirl 
The freak at the end with the floppy mustachio 
is dipping it into some gloppy pistachio 
An elderly woman with awkward hips 

is licking her plate clean of chocolate chips 
The gentleman eating vanilla fudge 
is bragging that he's a Manila judge 
A young boy, excited, is doin' some praisin' 

of his cone full of sticky and gooey rum raisin 
A man sticks his nose in some honey sherbert 

his wife says, "That's really not funny, Herbert" 
Me? I arrive here quite frantic each Monday 
and order myself a gigantic peach sundae 

jerry Oleaf 


David Rosenberg: 3 Works 

GOING HOME 


little girl 


I feel so close 


to your female calves 


going on up 


I could reach out 


reach out reach out 


& touch you 


address your heart 


grab it by the equator 


smother the poles with kisses 


splash in the ocean 


take last subway home 


ONE DAY 


I wasn't nice to her^ the truth 


hurts 


no dinner 


the stomach 


is the heart's pocketbook 


full of brain messages 


not wanted in Toronto 


unlike San Francisco 


where I'm also not 


donuts & youghurt & milk & cheese 


in the fridge 

keep my mind off some problem 


that's looking for a Job 


I have a child mind 


surviving on a promise 


lucky to be alive 


feeling that I'm still feeling 


all the moving things 


inside me 


still work in progress 


1 paper coffee cup half empty 


crumbs...ash 


1 coffee table half empty 


the last match 


one day 


it's dark inside 


foetal cigarette butts 


GALLERY SUNSET 


what you dig to read 


is how direct it is 


how close she or he is 


on the physical sea of life 


iced tea 


you'll have to make yourself 


feed the lonely cat 


headlight thru my window 


shining on the wall 


sitting here in some gymshoes 


as easily imagined 


as run from 


'running out of space' 


head getting tired 


needs a hand 


a good personality 


people who look at you 


brilliant flames enclose them 


windows in room your eyes make 


sloping walls 


make the sky bigger 


to get your head painted 


on the floor 


that love may walk on by 


David Rosenberg 


Stephen Miller: 2 Works 


- Indwelling 'n Resounding 

If a wave of sound is so contracted 
none but a returning master 
could tell what happened. 


THE GLOW, 1938-1951 

I don't Know why 

but it seems 

the robe he signified we hold 
feels to fade 
As it grows. 




THE STELLA BIMKOWSKI STORY 


It was, to say the least, quite astonishing news for Mr. 

& Mrs. Bimkowski when they received word from Detective 
Sargeant Prickholm that their youngest daughter Stella had 
turned into a bird while attending an after school dance at 
the Boyle Heights YM-YWCA Youth Center and flown away with 
a great fluttering of wings and an exuberence of laughter. 

During his conversation with Mr. & Mrs. Bimkowski, Sar¬ 
geant Prickholm had, not to subtly, but rather accusingly, 
implied, with a degree of assumed authority only a cop 
could conjure, the probability of drug use among those 
associates Stella was known to group up with and further 
commented that his men were, at that very moment, driving 
down this latest avenue in search of all the facts. 

"it's common knowledge among the up to date citizenry of 
Los Angeles what certain drugs can do to unsuspecting young 
ladles," said Sargeant Prickholm smiling as only a circumcised 
piece of shit could appreciate, watching Mrs. Bimkowski'Shake 
her head in disbelief at the words she was hearing. 

Prom his easy chair near the living room window, Mr. 
Bimkowski paid as little attention to the prattle that was 
going on around him as was possible without resorting to 
stuffing his ears with cotton. Instead he scanned the greying 
sky and wondered about his and most everyone's overrated sense 
of values. A touch of envy had begun replacing his initial 
shock and anguish as, across the face of the newly rising 
moon, much to his delight, a flock of Canadian Geese flew 
noiselessly past in a perfect "S" formation. 


by 

The Baloney Street Staff 


Paul Vloll: 2 Poems 


Luxury 


Sometimes, I look at my wife, Ann, 
and tell her: 

"Martha, you fill me with a fierce pride. 

She knows what I mean. 

I don't say it too often 
and never in the morning. 

In the morning, I sometimes 
don't even wash or shave. 

I like to sit alone 
for a long time 

pour a cup of coffee 

and light a cigarette. 

This is what I do 
and I do it well. 





Tanka 


fallen moths 

fluttering on the surface 
of the pond 


0 Cremora 

Why have you come back 


Paul Violi 


Michael-Sean Lazarchuk: 3 Works 


GOLDEN DRA.GON BLUES 

for Kathy 

Very sorry for the way 
I abondoned love on that island 
in your mind you say 

I always dug a good moment 

even for a moment or less 

& it's easy to see why 

ALL PEOPLE 

need 

ALL PEOPLE 

dream or no dream 

Love: it's like the way 
I dig Chinese food 

You and I were too much 

and yet so little 


XI: 18:71 


THINGS ME DO OR THINK ABOUT 
to Steve Fortier 


Waking up in rooms here 

with the pleasant 
gloom of October is 
worth congratulating 

A cup of coffee 

maybe tea 


It matters not 

Just the warmth running 
towards your belly 
and steam rolling 
from your mouth 

You feel lovely 
this morning 

inside and out 

Turn on the heater Turn 
on television radio 
records lights toaster! 

1 joint & seven lines of cocaine later 

You're ready to conquer the world 


X:27:71 


TELEPHONES 


Mid day rain with wind & mud 
and suddenly the best things 
in life are free 


The window box 

with its little 
green plants sticking 
their tiny arms out 

say nothing to 

disturb me 
friends 

I see you 


there 

on the street 

below . 


"Hey 


f n 


I'm up here 


in the 


cloudy region 

regarding 

this world as simply an area 
we're stuck in with our arms 
sticking out. 

a place where telephones 

like now 

are constantly 

ringing 

Brrrlngl Brrringl Brrrlngl Brrringi Brrring! Brrring 

XI:14:71 

Michael-Sean Lazarchuk 


Dan Propper: 3 Works 

page 1 of this work appeared 
in TELEPHONE #5 in incomplete 
form, below is page 2 & the completion 
of 

SYRACUSE UNIVERSITY EARTH DAY SPEECH 

Have you ever seen a mad dog? 

He comes down the road, walking sideways, rigid 
running in circles, snapping.and snarling and 
biting himself. 

He is in agony and blind rage, he is dying .and 
he wants to kill the world as he goes. 

He will attack anything that moves. 

He is Insane and Irrevocably doomed, 
and he is blindly enraged. 

The only thing to do is shoot him. 


rear Ladles and Gentlemen, a mad dog is 




chasing you up a dead end alley. 


What is your response? 


3/10/70 


Dark sky. 

The little breeze 

that comes before each dawn 

is working. 

The sharptoothed monkey 
shouts and barks 
and whistles as he comes. 
Anna Magnani's birthday. 


3/7/71 


December thaw sun: 
a spongelike lunk of 
falling snow 

crashes through a pine bough 
--momentary shining fountain. 


Little Boy 
smacks his grandson 
on the head: 
catnip. 

12/22/71 


Dan Propper 



It * 















DEAR JACK 


I left Dick's stoned and drunk and early last night. 

The party had weakened around me, I wanted to sit and drift, 
not hassle with faces and conversation that only interfered 
with David Ruffin's powerful voice and target meditations. 

And I was hungry. Plenty of food there~-baked chicken, Spanish 
rice and stringbean salad--and I ate some, but my appetite was 
honed to gorge alone. So I said goodbye to Dick, dodged hands 
and split. I walked to 23rd Street in a light rain and caught 
the uptown local. Pell out to 86th. 

It was about eleven and most of the places were still open. 
Cuban-chinese restaurants, hamburger and pizza ^Joints, coffee 
shops, a newsstand, the whole upper Broadway dark neon mix, 
nightwalkers in wet ghost-formation. 

This big spade in tan raincoat was coming down the sidewalk 
weaving slightly, and as he passed he said something in a very 
intense voice. My head turned, I slowed down. He had stopped and 
took immediate advantage to run up and grab my arm. 

"l ain 't no faggot 1 I know what you're thinking!" 

Oh lord. "I'm not thinking anything," I got my arm away from 
him and started walking in my original direction. 

He tagged right along, a nasty looking surf-line of spit on 
his lower lip. 

"Now wait a second, wait a second 1 It'll do you no harm I 
Where are you going, can I walk with you a while, do you mind?" 

I shrugged. He was already in stride and yeah I minded, but 
I was wary too. His pants legs were rolled up to his knees and 
he was wearing sandals. No restaurant tonight, and I couldn't go 
to the apartment with this one on my trail. 

"My name's Benjamin, what's yours?" 

"Ron." 

"You're not from New York are you? You go to school?" 

"Ohio. I don't go to school." 

"No one should live in New York unless the have to work here." 



He looked at my hair again, and my clothes, "You don't have to 
work here." 





"Un huh. Listen, I'm going back to that store and get some 
food to take home." 

"I'11 go with you." 

Both barrels at Pick and Pay: swish. The Brazilian guys who 
work there knew him, and they jived back and forth around him, 
fencing in his lacy shrieks, while I pretended to scan the shelves. 
When I came back up to the front of the store emptyhanded, they 
looked at me with small grins and arched eyebrows. 

"Didn't you find anything at all?" 

"No, I think I'll go on home. Maybe I'll see you around." 

But he was right behind me. I'd had enough, crazy nigger or 
not. Outside I whirled. "Look Benjamin, forget it, I'm going 
home, now." For some wierd reason I stuck out my hand. 

He took it and said softly, "Please come to my hotel." 

I wrenched my hand from his. "NO MANi I mean it, goodbye!" 

He started to follow me across Broadway. I turned and shook 
my head, motioning him back to the sidewalk. He just stood there. 

I ducked around the corner of 86th and walked down to River¬ 
side, then started doubling back to the apartment, eyes stiff and 
wide... 

THIS AFTERNOON sitting in a completely deserted Village deli, 
eating a sliced-egg sandwich and drinking a bottle of beer-- 
a stretched-out wino, pint of Tavola Guild in hand, stumbles in 
and heads straight for my table. 

"Say bud--" 

The owner rolled out from behind the counter and got to the 
drunk before he got to me, hustled him outside and told him to 
beat it fast or he'd call a cop. But as soon as fat gut was 
wedged behind his counter again, waving his bottle at us. 

"LISTEN YOU FUCKS, I NEVER FELT LIKE MYSELF AND YOU KNOW 
WHY? I DON'T BELIEVE IN PRINCIPLES, THAT'S WHY?" 

The owner gurgled and starred out again. The wino took off 
in a broken cloud of laughter. 

Fran says everything is fabulous but buried. "I buy cigarettes 
at Super Discount Cosmetics every evening before work, always 
the same girl if I can help it, so mellow even there, clean 






counter radiance, handing me change. Thursday a fragrant sheer 
white linen indian shirt with long square tails, hazel eyes 
glowing: go..." The check was $1.55. I walked out the door 
and burst into flames quoting a mauve sky. 

Ron Horning 


Paul Hoover; 3 Works 


SPRING 

Snow recedes from the room 
leaping out of bed I wake up 

dash out the door 
run down the street 

it is still snowing 
I dance wildly 
confused pleased 

I run further down the street 
enter a door 

it is a grocery store 
so I buy a loaf of bread 

three quarts of milk 
rice pudding cheese pepsi 

two cucumbers fingernail file 
I am naked 


HELLO 

I close my eyes 
they turn around 
I see that my retina 
is the color of a blue door 
you open the door 
and wink at me 

or perhaps at the person behind me 

I turn around and open my eyes 

there you are 

closing your eyes 

you turn around and wave 

I wink 

backing away 
toward the door 



DISCOVERY 


Newton sleeps under a tree. 

When he wakes up 

there is a lemon beside him. 


Paul Hoover 


Phillip Lopate: 2 Works 


SPLIT ENDS 

If I speak about the rim of dirt 

around our lives, 

the hair caught in the tub 

the muffled motor joining our bodies 

the fan belt 

that kicks up, whirrs, resists, grinds to a halt 

sparks, kicks up, whirrs, whirrs, resists 

of the frayed rubber belt that our nerves become 
from trying to explain to the other 
to make the other fit 

and if I speak about that tube of fat, that heehaw 

mouthgum 

of the beloved 

bared at Just the wrong moment 
it's not to disgust you 
(for I know you're beyond that 

but simply to alert you 
simply to apprise you 

that love is a matter between equals 

smiling at the stranger on the escalator 
a little grayer at the temples, a bit more 
able to pull it off 


with that worldly melancholy 
that's not unattractive 

but if you were for once not 

to move from the clumsy touch 

taking the sorrow she leaks for your oil 

if you were once to stay 
to sink into that sorrow 
to allow the gasoline stained bathrobe 
to tar your angelic nature 

then it would be necessary to confess 
that you have also felt soiled, worthless 
like damaged goods in an army surplus store 
that even the hippies don't want 

that you have felt like 
a rubber duck 

good for nothing but quacking it's mama's name 
for days at a stretch 
mindless, abandoned in the tub 

wanting to be taken care of, held and covered over 
and that it may be necessary to 
listen to 

a certain amount of repulsive family history 
that no one can take away 

and that it may be necessary to watch a woman cry 
redfaced and dribbling snot down 
her fleshy lips 

and to hope never to be hurt like that 
and to wish one could be 

In the end it's always a comment 

from childhood about one's personal appearance 

that sticks 

the way kids looked at her in fire drills 
the suspicion that her mother dressed her funny 


it's always another's hurt 
that you can do nothing about 
saving your energy 
for that last Hurapty-Dumpty job 
of putting together your own 
battered self-image 


THE GERMANS 

The harmful space of the closed room, the organic space of 
the open room, crossed by light, made sublime 
by the movement of the day, through these opaque dispositions 
a gamble that is constantly maintained and affirmed. 


Several overturned pitchers and some feathers were 

on the floor 


broken into, disordered 

Colled in the center of a nest- 
like opening, the cadaver of an owl. 

Between assurance and doubt, 
the same impatience, the same desire to capture, 
the disquieting net of a sea-spider and its curved 
fingers that seek to convince us 
that this mutilated hand was the most desirable thing. 

They begin to rock him as a renewed experiment that denounces 

the decaying knowledge, tearing him away, 

as if vindictive passion had been subjected to a finality 

of which it knows nothing, and which secretly contradicts it.- 

Written off as nervous fatigue, the incident is 

forgotten. Several months later, however, something 

similar happens in Chicago. 

The memory of a diurnal universe was like a siren. 


Phillip Lopate 




Sandy Berrigan: 8 Poems 


Love Poem 

What a good day I had today 
Waking so early with you beside me 
Your eyes reflecting purple 
Stars 

To find mine opening 

Saying good-by and see you soon and doing it 
A girl asking me if I was the Mary in your poem 
What Mary? 

Wishing I were. 

What are you doing now? 

Your pass is in my pocket. 

I am a friend of the poet. And I want silence I 
My health improves. Ah, 

I am trying to think of a birthday present for you. 

What suits you? 

I like to ask first so as not to be rejected. 

Pink daisies^ 

Pink cheeks. 

Cranberry soap 

There is no time now to embroider my name on your chest. 

So this letter not meant to be a poem but prettier 
For your birthday on Sunday 
I'm through with you though 
You may be at home. 


Lewisham Way 

This morning I almost fainted in the street 
Loampit hill 



hit me hard 


after you had gone 

Walking home 
netbag of oranges 
In hand 

one orange 
juicy you 

* 

Walking home again 
duffel bag of hot 
laundry 
you again 

* 

The Pakistani man 
touches my cheek and 
breast 
my mole 

many more In front 
One man likes me 
You again 


* 

On my block tonight 
The lights are going 
out 

eleven 

twelve 

one 

Sitting 
exposed by the 
window 

any one can stare in 


see 



my face 

hand at the typewriter 
plucking grapes 
devouring other remnants of 
a fine high tea 
No surprises 

I am secretly waiting 
if you want to see me 
It's a long way across town. 


Spain 

In el Cafe de los hombres 
Me sierven cafe en platos de silver 

And the chatter of men was like pajaros 
In los arboles 

I was the only girl among birds 
The coffee was sweet 
Con azucar de Espana. 


* 

The heat of my happiness 

sends me reeling around Charing Cross 
Prom platform 1 to 6 
Thinking about my flush 
your smell 

Formulated tears stay put 

I smile at a scotch man in kilts 



Trip over a black bowler 

who leaves 

At home a terse fellow 
Minds the kids 
and grins 

while I bubble and brew 
tea. 


Budleigh Salterton 

Today’s outing with Kate 
To red sandstone cliff faces 
Hole home for gulls 
the sea foam curls round & 

round & 
round 

Flattened ovoid pebbles 

Creamy devon 

Scarlet strawberry scones 
White teeth 
Bite hard into 
White sandstone cliffs 
Black flints 

Small pebbles rolling down 
Heading me away 
The other way 


Its dark and cold now 
What a lovely day 
Kate 

Violets, webbles, shells in your hand. 



Thank you 


Thank you 

for the gentlest evening 
and morning 

and for the Wild Things 

the superball 

and the brown eggs 

which have gone into the birthday bread. 


* 


Morning ritual 
Simon says 

"see how the mist rolls right in the front 
door of Pantglas" 

It's damp. 

"Wrap yourself in a good blanket woman." 

I eat some porridge and chop wood, 
warm activity slips around me well 
I can sit on my ass anywhere. 


Sandy Berrigan 


Dennis M. Plana: 2 Works 


Anthony, St. (251-356) 

The- Great Misogynist 

Regarding the whole sex with a profound mistrust 
always on the alert for their next trick 
refusing to look on them 
hold parley with them 
he taught; 

lions are less to be feared than women 
safety lays In flight 
for neither peace on earth 

nor good will among men 
will rein 

unless the female tribe Is boycotted. 


MY SPIRITUAL TRAVELS 

My spirit left the raisin skin 
suspended on an evergreen leaf 
swaying In the coke bottle wind 
and remained the same. No change: 

blowing Its nose In a community handkerchief 
slipping Into Invaderless lands of cellular being 
crystallizing Its wings upon the puffs of good smeke 
lasoolng limbs with Its tall 
footsalllng a whltecap liquid 
drinking from a grain of sand. 


Bruce Andrews: 5 Works 

The Investigations told of the heroic effort by General 
Electric research organization to shorten the life 
of flashlight batteries, etc. 


habitual 


use 

of 

laxatives 

may 

result 

in 

dependence 


Why-er-yes," 

There were nests of sea birds 

The drinks were served in acorn cups 

“All right. Cross-eyes" 

She peered into the badger's mouth 

He uses a sieve and a string 

Came back with the poker 

Always browsing by 

Was weasels 

Outcast 

red ballad 
in non-frantic 
handful 


mix whetted 

or? 


No. 3 


she was stone yellow i was 
color of ripe figs but we'h'd 
hawk pie anyway 
your (and not our) 
highway taxes to work 
Waste paper-hanging 




from her diamond 
A sycamore tree on it 
7 or 8 feet off the ground were 
horse shoe tracks heading 
straight up 

(its none of my_ business) 
vigilant pillow watch her 
Begone ye tough rhetoricians? 
Chaucer Coltrane and the like 

1 . gothic convalescents 

2. the Gulf stream breast cake 

3. 

Bellhop in her abbey in his 
absence you know 
the excellence 

All my friends are still alive 
varnished, scalding 
They made it into 
a terrible movie 
I'm not sure. 


this carefully 

shoulder locomotive 

prior I, I 

Black, White, Traditional 

subst 

eria 

nexts / straight 

rib cloth retina 




Bruce Andrews 













Ron Janoff: ^ Poems 


POSTCARD 
PROM THE AZORES 

Would you mind coming down here? 
I want you to sing 
In five languages -- 
the ancient ones 
best of all. 


THE NORTH 


Out there you learn to light 
your hut with an enormous 
electric bulb that cannot be 
broken or turned off but 
lives as far beyond its guarantee 
as it shines in the memory 
of other men you have enter¬ 
tained and it becomes so hot 
the heart boils coming near 
it^ hence your room in the season 
of darkness is filled with 
the smell of human sweat, that 
very strong familiar smell 
we all grew up in the shadow of. 


ADVENTURE 

She stood behind him 

Her hand the moment before she touched 


his neck 


stiffened, became 
a white church without a name 

She imagined an island of bones 

and jars of silence 

She imagined a couch for the rich 

and for the poor 

miracles first, then 

candles 

And a wind rose in her hand 

till it shook like a flame 

and was warm 

when he flet it there, 

amazed 


MEN ARE ON TRAINS 

In chill high valleys of iron 
the wind is turning 

It is railroad autumn. 

Small mounds of timetables accumulate on the tracks 
like hair on the bodies of women. 

For ten thousand miles in every direction 
men are on trains that are late. 

They whip them. They kick in their spurs. 

They recite their appointments. 

Small cold lights pass by outside 

but the men can't read the code that blinks 

thru their reflections. 

By the time they get home 



their children are long asleep. 


"O Dad, the air changed, a terrible beightness 
glowed in the trees, in their faces. 

We saw our breath in aluminum mornings. 

Where were you?" 


Ron Janoff 


David Giannini; 2 Poems 


Yes! to consult the heart’s 
blueprints will be necessary. 

But not to look studiously. 

A delerium of clarity instructs 
better than mathematics. The 
heart's optics are superior 
to the architect eye; we 
sample this knowledge.... 

A single staple will be enough 
to construct a private cathedral: 
our simple Instantaneous blood: 
it will be enough I 


I trace the way you hold the vase 

on your lap, doubly protecting the 
lilacs that suffuse the room with 
their complete stupidity as they 
alternately sway and swathe me with 
an antique smooth aroma and seem 
(qk) like an opera of precise 

petals, but also with old arrested 
arias between your homely legs. 


Gary Gach : 4 Poems 


Praise for a Car 

for Michael Purcell 
My car is like a fantastic comb 
waving my hair over streets that I roam 
by, pleased at the speed 
of my ease & my pride & homej 
like a fabulous wardrobe, 
my knight-red armor and coat of arms 
& legs rolling gay mad cartwheels 
in the streets of my neighborhood. 

And I am transformed into me 
as if in courtship of a great 
invisible girl-I ride my steed 
with brilliance by her as if to show her 
how I would ride her. 

My lute 

plays to no one but the night itself 

and for Itself and myself turning the wheels 

of song without end or ^^hyme, 

I drive through my lights in the night 

that make me Immortal Michael in the dull book of Time, 

Goodby, he forgot to say and drove on. 


PARADE 

The poet sits stupefied 

At whiteness on the page 

Like a rabbit in a snowstorm 

While the madonna waits 

For the message monsters to bear 

The one for whom the sky 

Seems about to rain. 

While the musicians sing their 
Song for weeks inbetween walks 
To the park, love, & extravagant 
Hawaiian icecream motivations 
While the clowns sit & complain 
That the heroine always gets 
All of the attention. 


RIOT 


Standing at Sather Gate recalling 
Ancient Greece's fate, a stranger 
Out of the mob teaches me Lydian modes 
On his recorder. 

A voice on a loudspeaker 
Orders everyone to disperse Immediately. 


ON SEEING THE SERPENT 


for Kathy Mandel 

every leaf of each tree eyes shining 
w/earth light, rooted in waters' 

serpent hiss, waves, cast by ripples 
by which we read from stones, casting 
or keeping, I am the brother of my brother's brother, 
generation inlaid in generation, 
we are all inlaws, 

only in regeneration of each instant 
the style actors draw 
lines from, parts 

of pond, or pool, the first place, 
sparkles marking the spot: 
by mountains in fog - 
the ocean makes bubbles by 
slapping against rock. 


Gary Gach 


James Gustafson: 3 Works 


CALIFORNIA MONEY 


I am sitting on a bar stool, which is in turn 
balancing on a large rock at the lagoon end 
of the beach at Bolinas. I know that I have 
been betrayed, but by who? A chain is growning 
out of the rock and around my ankles. Somebody 
who I have met maybe once before is a hundred feet 
into the surf fishing for mudsharks. The commercial 
fishermen in their twarlers with blinking blue lights, 
are lobbing shells onto the beach, leaving 
great craters filled with mudsharks. 

I have a coffee cup that refills itself magically. 

My responsibility seems to be keeping the sharks moist. 

A marching band has appeared at the opposite end 

of the beach. Prom here the only Instruments 

that I recognize are the tubas. The others 

seem to be playing lengths of pipe, or radiators 

with mouth pieces. Where there should be bass drums, 

there are young blond girls carrying sinks and toilets. 

As they get closer I can see that the whole band 

is very young. They do not have a banner 

announcing their high school. I realize that they 

are a mercenary band hired to torment me. 

There are now cats leaping out of the tubas, 

and snakes crawling out of what I suppose are flutes. 

I am straining to identify the music. 

There are now two more bar stools on the rock, 
and two more prisoners, one oh each side. 

They tell me that their crime is California money. 

One is guilty of a Porsche and the other of a Mercedes. 

I confess that I own a thousand acres that I don't farm. 



LOGIC 


The dream is set at Sweeney's new farm, where we 
are all gathered for the holidays, watching 
the new color television. The first feature 
is a football game between the East and West 
All-American under-priviliged youth teams. 

The East wears orange uniforms with blue letters, 
and the West wears black and silver. 

The significance of this is that it makes us 
aware of the color. 

The right defensive tackle for the East 

charges through the line before the ball is snapped. 

He smashed the fullback and begins to beat him 
with his fist. The West team is still in 
a set position and there are no penalty flags. 

Then without warning the whole West team 
swarms onto one man in the East secondary. 

"Yes, it does appear that they have killed him," 
says the voice of Howard Cosell, "That is 
Randy Collins, number thirty -six, let me see, 
from St. Mary's Boys Home in Yonkers, New York." 

When the game is over I want to watch the Marx Brothers 

on channel four. But Groucho is just a sick tired 

old man, and Chico, Harpo, Zeppo, and Gummo 

are all dead. The re-runs of their funerals 

are in black and white, so we switch to The Three Stooge 

on seven, which is in color, mostly Fellini 

reds and pinks. Larry steps off the end of the dock, 

and both the audio and visual go out. 

We can only feel the large black cartoon fish 
sweep him off and carry him out to sea. 

I jump in, and walk around on the bottom 
searching for any traces, any shreds of fabric 
or lost shoes. My legs are caught in a drain hole I 
It's sucking me down. I feel the air go out of my body. 

I resign myself to death, but wait. I know for a fact 
that there are no drains in this harbor. 

Walt just a minute... 


HCUSE TCUR 

There are sheep wandering the halls. 
Disfigured sheep. Sheep with enormous heads, 
with enormous testicles, with enormous 
racks of metal horns. 

The doors to every room are granite or marble. 
They are controlled by a magic, 
but not your magic. 

I can't remember exactly, but this next room 
is either where the children were born, 
or where the Dresden fire raids are kept. 


James Gustafson 


THE CLASS SYSTEM BEFORE AND AFTER 


At first there was a tendency to Ignore each other. But after all 
we did look so much alike we just naturally fell in with each 
other. ...the odd way he would drink my coffee...but then coffee 
always stimulated me. 

I asked over the smoke drifting between us if he was feeling 
the same as I was but he turned into a girl and she just 
squeezed my knee. I felt strangely amused. 

The waiter deposited the bill on a saucer but he was fifty 
feet away so he couldn't give it to me and I watched him as he 
weaved through the crowd with the little saucer in his hand. 

My date murmured something as I took my eyes off him for a 
moment (was it to tap my ashes in the ashtray)...anyway, the 
waiter now seemed to be carrying an extremely large straight 
pin balanced upright on the saucer and I found my thinking rum¬ 
maging around in my head until he bent over me and asked^ "Will 
that be all sir?" 

I nodded, yes, and he carefully placed the pin across our 
table and I looked around to see if any of my friends were 
there. They were but they were all sitting at the bar, their 
backs to me. 

I hastily swept the pin off the table with a curt "This is 
ridiculous," and took Jennifer by the arm and began to walk 
through the crowd. 

The laughter caught up to me, or I should say us, and I 
became aware that it wasn't going to be all the easy. The 
pin was falling down, digging its point in the rug, standing 
up, and then falling forward again, trailing us out the door. 

The other diners looked totally amused even though they 
only had heads of lettuce in front of them with large monkey 
wrenches beside each plate. (The monkey wrenches seemed to be 
soft, and breathing, somehow.) 

In the ensuing silence I could feel the distance between 
myself and everybody else being packaged somewhere in the future, 
and handed around, handled by everybody, completely out of my 
sight, but I gritted my teeth and resolved not to give in to it. 

But just then a man sidled up and began to show me a greasy 
pack of postcards that pictured someone looking remarkably like 
myself, dressed very smartly, stepping out of a large limousine, 
and with a beautiful chic woman. 

If course I bought them (they didn't seem all that greasy 
once you touched them), studied up that night, and the next day 
I was admitted to society because I knew how I looked and I 
was someone else, another sex, or myself--just as I pleased. 


Keith Abbott 


Daniel D. Teoli Jr. 
Archival Collection 


RUBBER CEMENT 

Behold the people who watch 

Educational tv 

When they push 

They like to see things move 

But their guilt is a bagel 

Stuck in the throat 

Blocking the message 

From the brain to the heart 


Allan Kornblum 
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